The sportsman fished out of his game-bag a length
of wire and a strangled hare with a white, soft belly.
Fran?ois took the animal and stroked it. It was the
first time he had ever handled a small body smelling
of trodden heather. There was sand on the pelt, and
it stuck to his fingers. The ears had a broken look.
It came to him suddenly, with a stab of pain, that
what he was holding was his own dead childhood.
Like this poor beast, it had been strangled. Every-
thing came back to him on an extraordinary surge of
emotion against which he could not fight. Tears
welled up in his eyes. This animal was proof that
what he was concerned with now was nothing but
his own life. His past had been in the hands of
poachers. A hare had died for him. ... He re-
membered how his father had delighted in poaching,
not from any necessity, but in order to taste the
pleasure of destroying things in secret. He had often
seen him returning from the woods at dawn, with an
ecstatic expression on his face, and his pockets filled
with snares. A mousy smell would hang about him
all day long. This fellow with the gun must have
taken him for his father, a young and lively father who
moved through life with bared teeth and moist lips,
I never noticed it, but it's perfectly true. The lower
part of his face is that of a beast of prey. This hare is
one of his victims. Perhaps he meant to keep it for
the birthday dinner. He hadn't had time to go and
look for it. In eating this hare he would have been
eating me as well. That's what papa looks like when
he stands before me, fierce and ready to pounce. May
he die alone, as he left us to love alone. I had to learn